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Go. Bare i pas 
TH IT 
NO/T HAVE BEEN 
WEREOE DEAD LONG 
ENOUGH! 


— 
ATOR 


IT_WON'T BE ee elas Who IS JAN? To LINDERSTAND JT, IT /S 


IT WON'T BE LON NECESSARY TO GO BACK FORTY YEARS/ 
BEFORE WE ARE : 


TOGETHER ! ¥ CANTINA, MY. DARLING? You § 
HAVE MADE ME THE 
HAPPIEST MAN IN 
THE WORLD! 


JAN, IT 1S 

I WHO |S 

HAPPY AT. 

THE THOUGHT 

OF MARRYING 
your 


IT SURE WAS A SAD ) 
DAY FOR US WHEN 
BRITT GOT KILLED 

IN THAT GUN FIGHT! 


IL DON'T USUALLY, BUT 
I'M WILLING TO TRY 
ANY THING ONCE ! MAYBE 
WE CAN CONTACT BRITT! 


SPIRITS! IT IS 


T NATURAL-- 


WHy KID. 
OURSELVES... 


s 


A MEDIUM! 


ALL RIGHT! | OUTSIDE THE 
WHEN I LOTHER PLAN: 


GYPSY_CAMP, 


ANS--WERE BEING 


DISCUSSED 


WE CAN DO 
IT, BUT I'M 
WORRIED 
ABOUT THE 
WATCHMAN |! 


BRIDE, 1 
105 BEING 


AND As FATE DECI. 


PLOTTERS NOTICED 


7 


IF HE GETS 
IN THE WAY 
WE JUST 
PLUG HIM! 


THAT'S 


ED, ONE OF THE 
THE 


SIGN OF. 


CANTINA, THE GYPSY SPIRITUALIST... 


HEY! THAT SIGN. 
ES ME AN IDEA! 


TOUCH WITH 
BRITT? 


AW-W G'WAN! 


YOU_DON'T. 
BELEVENN THAT 
SUNK, DO YOU, 
ERNIEZ 


SOON, THE THREE GUNMEN FIND THEMSELVES i 
INSIDE THE GYPSY'S WAGON.. - 


( 


AND WE'LL GIVE YOU 

ONE HUNDRED DOLLARS 
IF. YOU CONTACT _THE 
SPIRIT OF JOE BRITT! 


plete OSE 

/ CANTINA! \ 
TI MUST 

1 “SEE.YOU |} 
AT ONCE! | 


az 1. — 
ANTINA LEFT THE CUSTOM, 

TO EN ‘S ERS FOR A 
CANTINA, YOU AAUST NOT Do IT! 
THE MAN THEY MENTIONED--~ JOE 
BRITT--WAS_A CRIMINAL WHO 


KILLED! SEND THESE 


WAS 
EVIL MEN 


BUT, JAN..- 
THEY WILL 
PAY ME A 
AHLUNDRED 
DOLLARS! 


AWAY! 


HE THOUGHT OF SO MUCH MONEY SWEPT 
WAY ANY HESITATION CANTINA HAD/ 


YoU WILL ALL BE VERY 
EET ne, DO_NOT SPEA 


hen 
SLOWLY 
A 
HAZE 
BEGAN 
TO 
FORM 
A 
Ghostly 
CLOUD 
AROUND 
CANTINA ! 


IT 


GOSH! LOOK / THE yer ce 

CLOUD IS COMING 

RIGHT OLIT OF 
HER ! 


INVISIBLE 
SPECTRES 


DON'T DO IT, 
CANTINA! 


SLOWLY THE MEDIUM 
SANK INTO A 
STUPOR- LIKE 


ROOM AS SPIRITS 
IMPRISONED IN 
THEIR OWN 
WORLD TRIED 
FEVERISHLY 
TO SEEK THE 
MEDIUM 
THROUGH WHICH 
THEY COULD 
RETURN TO. 
THE WORLD 
OF THE 
MORTALS! 


+ (ASK HIM WHAT \ 
|| WE WANT To 


BRITT, Wi 
WANT. TO. Roe AWOKE FROM HER SLEEP..- 
YOU WERE GREAT/ 
WE SAW BRITT 
PLAIN AS DAY! 


| § BRITT. VANISHED, AND_CANTINA 


WATCHMAN ! 


IT'S WEIRD! IT AM TOLD BY a pee tis eT. O MUCH 
HOW DO YoU MN eee, ms: {| WHA iT, WE WANT! HERE'S MONEY 2 THIS 
? (HAL )) TWO “C'NOTES AND (S WONDERFUL! ) 


DO IT 
YOU'LL GET MORE 
Se SESSION! y/ 


se Age any 
/Ye OU JUST BRING BACK JOE ISN'T IT CANTINA! IT'S WRONG! 
( Bart heaNe ee WENGE RUE) THESE MEN ARE USING 
NEED HIM! ‘ AH! TANS MELE a YOUR MYSTICAL POWERS 
"BE Ri 


FOR CRIS ACTS! 
I BE ae pcr DONT 


SURE BRITT... 
WE'LL Do. 
ANYTHING 


YOu MEN JUST. 
FOLLOW MY INSTRUCTIONS 
ANO_THE JOBILL WORK /. 
rT / 4 YOU SAY/ 


OUT ALL RIGHT! 


UT 
CANTINA'S 
DESIRES 
OVERCAME JAN'S 


OF JOE BRITT 
BECAME A 


EVENT WITH 
GANG... 


[Be CRIMINALS PROSPERED LINDER THE 
whe ARRANGEMENT AND THEN, ONE NIGHT... 


MUST HAVE 
HAVING A 
HTMARE! 


/_T WON'T LET HER DO IT! 
CANTINA GIVES OF HERSELF. 
WHEN THE SPIRIT TAKES SHAPE 


AND_SHOULD ANYTHING HAPPEN 
1é DURING THE SEANCE IT WOULD 
M\ IG HIM / BE DANGEROUS FOR HER / 
BACK IN AND HE'LL TELL US DA 
WHAT TO DO THEN! 


POWER OF 
MONEY 
WON OVER 
JAN'S 
PROTESTS! 
SOON 


THE: 
APPEARANCE 
OF. 
JOE BRITT! 


LOOK! HIS HAND! 
(T ISN'T GHOSTLY! 

HE'S COME TO ee 
slag NWO! NO! STOP! IF \ 
HE COMES BACK | 
TO LIFE IT WILL | 

HARM CANTINA! , 


BRITT, YOU 
} LOGK SO REAL! 
T CAN'T BELIEVE CANTINA 
WHAT'S HAPPENEL / WHAT HAS 
HAPPENED 
TO CANTINA? 


Tr was SEVERAL MINUTES BEFORE JAN 

COULD BRING HIMSELF TO APPROACH THE 
ONCE BEAUTIFUL CANTINA! THEN SLOWLY HE 
BROUGHT HER BACK TO CONSCIOUSNESS / 


| Patt WHEN YOU BROUGHT 
JAN 7 WHAT THAD CRIMIRAL SACK 
HAS HAPPENED? PART OF YOUR LIFE 


WENT TO HIM! 


ee 
=! 
THE ONLY THING THAT ) /L'M_GOING DON'T RISK \/ DARLING I 
/ WILL RESTORE YOU To TO FINO BRITT YOUR LIFE For \| WON'T REST 
/ YOUR FORMER SELF IS To \ AND FORCE HIM MELT AMNOT 7 UNTIL L HAVE / 
HAVE JOE BRITT PASS \ TO RETURN! / WORTHY OF IT!v( FOLIND 


BACK THROUGH You ie 3 JOE BRITT! 


16 THE WORLD HE a 
a, 


ee TO! ae 


| ar SEEN Goaeeee 
daw SAW THAT PLEADING 
WOULD DO NO G000, SO.-- 


I SHOULD HAVE GONE 
TO THE POLICE AND Now 


AT LAST I'VE FOUND You! PLEASE, 
MR. BRITT, RETURN TO THE SPIRIT. 
WORLD! BECAUSE OF WHAT'S 


ZIAN BEEN CONE, MY CANTINA IS f 
SEARCHED ote 4 Ne BROKEN... SHE nae 
THE CIT) se, 

STALKING y 


Twite... CL TELL 
THEM EVERYTHING... y 
DO YOU HEAR?Z iz z 


AN: 
FINALLY... 


NO ONE'S GOING TO SIC TH 
COPS ON US! LOOK OU 


Ee 
T, BRITT! 
DLL GET HIM! 4 


Bes WILL SPEAK TO YOU AGAIN 
MY DARLING! I WILL REACH 
YOUR SPIRIT! 

BOLY WAS. 


DISCOVERED! 


MEANWHILE, ANXIOUS TO 
RIGHT THE WRONG CANTINA'S 
GREED HAD DONE, J 


TAN 
SOUGHT TO CONTACT HER, TOO! 


LIVE, 
CANTINA! I HEAR 


(e) 
‘AND FORCE JOE BRITT 
yen Ear I CANNOT z 


) Al Wh te ay 


Gin S 
[FOR _DAYS, CANTINA_EXHAY: STED HER 
SELE_IN AN EFFt 


FFORT TO CONTACT 
\ JAN'S SPIRIT! 


WHERE ARE YOU, JAN? I FEEL 
THAT YOULARE TRY! 


YING TO. 
EASE TRY HARDER! 


REACH ME! PL! 


BEEN DONE 
15 RIGHTED/S 


Quill AFTER A FEVERISH SEARCH, THE SPIRIT WITH THE KNOWLEDGE THAT HE NEED NO 
OF JAN FINALLY BROKE THROUGH/ LONGER FEAR EARTHLY HARM, JAN WENT. 
DIRECTLY TO THE APARTMENT OF JOE BRITT! 

JOE BRITT, I HAVE 


BY COMING BACK, L AM TAKING MORE ) 

LIFE OUT OF YOU,MY PRECIOUS, BUT 

SOON, ALL WILL BE OVER AND WHEN COME TO TAKE YOu 
BACK TO THE WORLD 


OF THE DEAD! 
Sg 


You AWAKEN, YOU WILL BE YouR 
“BEAUTIFUL YOUNG SELF AGAIN] _). 
—_ = es 


= 


Ss (OU FORGET THAT L J BY KILL N E,You 
THE ONT Xm ALREADY DEAL... GAVE M H oT 


HURT HIM! 


BUT TAN WAS DISMAYED TO 
SEE THAT CANTINA'S FACE 


Gud S00N, TAN RETURNED 
REMAINED WRINKLED! 


TO THE SEANCE WITH BRITT! 


AIDA, YOU 
FOOLS’ BULLETS 
BACK! BACK INTO THE 
SPIRIT WORLD WHERE 
YOU BELONG ! THE YEARS 
YOU HAVE TAKEN FROM  / {I DO NOT 
CANTINA Ves RETURN ) UNDERSTAND/ 


| 


PERHAPS WITH MY RETURN, You KNOW WHAT JAN HAS DONE! 
Wher We, BORROWED PROM SOU! HOR Te He roe 125 
ds WH, Co ig 

FAREWELL MY LOVE! RRS et eh 


GREAT AGE, 
[z 


BUT TH 


WITH YOUR CON- 


N CHARGES 
) FESSION WEILL BE ( 8 
Gana 
\ CO 


OF ROBBERY 
({ “ABLE To NAIL THE | ANDO MURDERS, 
WFESSED ENTIRE GANG/ 
TO THE — 
Be 


WE LEAVE THE AGING CANTINA \ 
} / NOW/HEE-HEE! BUT IT WILL BE \ 
WAIT. FOR ME, JAN, aii MANY YEARS BEFORE SHE JOINS } 
DEAR! TWILL BE J LE HER JAN! SHE 1S GOING To FAY / 
WITH YOU SOON! FOR THE GREED IN HER 
— HEART MANY TIMES } 
OVER! HEE-HEE/ 
HEEEEE! 


\ 


Ve 


CHUCK! YOU I NEED THE DOUGH, 


CAN'T GET AWAY HENDERSON ! 
WITH THIS! 


UNITED STATES, NEAR THE 
MEXICAN BORDER.... 


Fue To PLAY CARLOTTA WILL BE | | [GATER...ACROSS THE BORDER, LOS 
IT SAFE, OLD MIGHTY NICE TO ME }:!:| PERDIDOS, A SMALL MEXICAN TOWN... 
WHEN SHE SEES 
THIS DOUGH ! I TOLD YOU To STAY AWAY 
FROM ME, SENOR CHUCK! 
I DO NOT LOVE You! 


BUT youY BLOOD MONEY! YOU STOLE IT! GET THE DEATH CARD!\ / CARLOTTA, IT'S ALL 


MIGHT } OUT---THE MARK OF DEATH IS ON (T TELLS ME YOU j| MULLARKY! YOUTRYING RX 
LOVE YOU! SEE! THERE---IN THE CARDS! WILL DIE --AND. TO SCARE CHUCK IS 


THIS! J > : HANSON ? HAH! S 
ay = (; ww << 


THE CARDS W YOURE CRAZY! PULL A KNIFE, WILL NO! L MEAN 

SAY YOU WILL \ TEQUILA, MAYBE! YOU, YOU WILOCAT! iw! 

DIE BY WATER! { YOU'RE COMING WITH ! } YOURE GOING TO DO 
Me! AS I SAY! 


NO! CARLOTTA! I DIDN'T MEAN 
IT! LOST MY HEAD! 


STOP STARING AT ME...IT WAS Vio BETTER GET AS FAR q 

AN ACCIDENT, I TELL YOU! ULL AWAY AS I CAN! 2 
GET RID OF THOSE STARING g 3 : 
EYES FOREVER! 


"For WEEKS HE WANDERS, HUNTED BY 
THE MEMORY OF CARLOTTA! HE TAKES 
TO DRINK, AND ONE DAY... 


THE 
SHE SAID I'D DIE BY CARDS ARE 
WATER! HA, HA! READ 


IT IN THE CARDS! 


THE PROPHECY SHALL 
BE CARRIED OUT! DEATH 
TOLD ME, CHUCK ! 


WHO SAID THAT? 
CARLOTTA! 1M 
FALLING / 


CHUCK MANAGED TO GRAB A LOW BRANCH AND 
SAVED HIMSELF FROM THE SWIFT MOVING CURRENT! 


VF ve Got 70 GET AWAY! ILL PULL Avoa 
GET SOME MONEY AND HIT FOR 
THE NEAREST SEAPORT! 


@UUCK 'ROBS A GAS STATION BORDERING THE DESERT. 


-. MONEY AND WATER TO GET 
ACROSS THE DESERT... 
NOT A BAD HAUL!.. 


‘ NOBODY TELLS ~Y 
| CHUCK HANSON 
WHAT TO DO! 


I--I WAS....GOING 

TO TELL HIM THE 

GAS TANK LEAKS... 
I DION'T. 


EMPTY! BUT 
IT WAS FULL 


MAILES INTO THE DESERT. 


MOTOR'S CONKING 
OUT. .. WONDER. 
WHAT'S WRONG ? 


CAN YOU BEAT IT....NO GAS! 
WHAT A SAP I WAS NOT TO 
CHECK! I'M PARCHED....GET 
SOME WATER! 


WATER! A WATER 
HOLE! I'VE BEATEN YOUR 
CARDS, CARLOTTA! HaHa 
HaHa HA! 


NOT UNTIL YOU DIE IN BLIND 
LIKE THE CARDS i TERROR, 
ae CHUCK LOSES 
; i HIS WAY! 
TORTURED BY 
THE BURNING 
SUN AND THE 
AGONY OF 
THIRST, 
UNTIL.. 


HEE DRINKS DEEPLY OF THE GOON, WRITHING IN TORMENT WEXT DAY....A POSSE COMES 
BRAKISH WATER! A CHUCK IS OVERTAKEN BY UPON CHUCK'S BODY.. 
MOMENT LATER.. Ss 

THE FOOL DRANK FROM 


AAA MY THROAT'S ON y THIS POISON ALKALI 
_FIRE! I'M DYING! HELPS NEVER LIES! WATER HOLE ! 


AAAGH! 
Pee 


4 
e 
e 


@ The old Galaxy maps (imitat. 
ing early Earth maps, partly in 
humor and partly through intui- 
tion) pictured strong creatures in 
the far arms of the system—Ser- 
pents. bigger than Spaceships, 
Ganymede-type Tigers, fish-tailed 
Maids, grand Dolphins, and Is- 
land-sized Androids. We think 
particularly of the wry master- 
pieces of Grobin. And at the end 
of the Far or Seventh arm of the 
Galaxy is shown the Ultimate 
Creature. 

The Ultimate Creature had the 
form of a Woman, and it bore 
three signs in Chaldee: The Sign 
of Treasure; the Sign of the Fish 
Mashur (the queerest fish of them 
all) ; and the Sign of Restitution 
or of Floating Justice. 

Floating Justice is the ethical 
equivalent of the Isostasis of the 
geologists. It states the principle 
that every unbalance will be 
brought into new balance, some- 
times gently, sometimes as by 
planet-quake, that the most sub- 
merged may be elevated, by a 
great sundering of strata, to the 
highest point, if such is required 
for compensation. And there is a 
final tenet of this Floating Justice, 
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that some day, somewhere, the 
meanest man of all of the worlds 
will possess the ultimate treasure 
of the worlds. Without this prom- 
ise, the worlds would be out of 
balance forever. 

The meanest man of all the 
worlds was Peter Feeny—a low- 
down sniveler, a weak man. In one 
thing only he was exceptional—he 
had the finest eye for beauty in a 
woman of any man anywhere: 
this, though of all men he was the 
least successful with women. His 
purity of appraisal was not dulled 
by close contact or possession. His 
judgments of beauty were sound 
and uncompromised, though 
some times bitter. 

And really, how many beautiful 
women are there in the Universe. 
tte 

Only six? Are you sure? All 
that noise has been about only 
six of them? 


Peter Feeney was sure. His ra- 
pid eyes — the only rapid things 
about him — had scanned millions 
of women in his random travels. 
and only six of the women could 
be called beautiful. 

There was the lady on Mellion- 
ella, seen only once in a crowd, 
followed and lost, and never seen 
again in a year’s search. 

There was the girl in a small 
town on East Continent of Hokey 
Planet. About this girl there was 
something that caused agony to 
Peter: he had heard her speak; 
she spoke like a girl in a small 


town on East Continent of Hokey 
Planet. He prayed that she might 
be struck dumb; knowing that it 
was an evil prayer, knowing that 
she was one of the really beautiful 
ones, whatever the sound of her. 

There was the girl of shallow 
virtue on Leucite. She was per- 
fect. What else can you say after 
that? 

There was the mother of six on 
Camiroi—no longer young, of no 
particular repose or station or 
ease, hurried impatient, and quite 
likely the most beautiful woman 
who ever lived. 


/ On Trader Planet there was a 


young Jewess of bewildering kind- 
ness and frankness and of inex- 
tricably entangled life. 

In San Juan, on old Earth, 
there was a fine creature who 
combined the three main ethnic 
strains of old mankind, Peter 
made a second journey there to 
see her; after first vision and de- 
parture he had not been able to 
believe what he had seen. 

Six in all the worlds? Somehow 
there should have been more beau- 
tiful women than that. 

Then Peter saw Teresa. 

And she made the seventh? 

No. She made the first. The 
six faded. There was only one. 
The most beautiful woman ever, 
in the farthest arm of the Galaxy 
—the Ultimate Creature. 

This was on Groll’s Planet. To 
get there, said the agent in Elec- 
trum, you go to the end of the 


ae -- NS 

Galaxy, and turn left. It was a 
shabby litle world in the boon- 
docks that are beyond the boon- 
docks, and only shabby people 
came theré. 

Peter Feeney was a salesman of 
a Universe-wide product. He 
wasn’t a good salesman. He was 
shuffled off to poorer and poorer 
territories. Now he had fallen to 
the poorest territory of all. 

And on that day on Groll’s 
Planet, he heard a sound as 
though a swish of silk had passed 
over him, a thread, a mesh. It 
was the invisible net. 

“Oh how strange are the Fish 
of Far Ocean!” an ancient poet 
exclaimed. 

Peter had seen Teresa, and it 
was all over with him. 

Peter was eating that day by 
peculiar arrangement. It was the 
smallest of the towns of Groll’s 
Planet and there was no public 
eating place there. But a Grollian 
man raked clean sand and set a 
mat for Peter to sit on, and served 
him a meal there on a crate or 
box. The man also gave him coffee 
—good coffee, but not like the 
coffee you know. 

It was much like a sidewalk- 
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cafe. It was in the way where peo- 
ple came and went, though’ not 
properly a sidewalk. Teresa came 
and sat down opposite Peter on 
the raked sand. 

“Hari bagus,’’ Peter said, which 
is all the words that a man needs 
to get along in the Grollian lan- 
guage. 

“Bagus,” said Teresa. And that 
is all that they said to each other 
that day. 

Peter finished his meal and at- 
tempted to light a cigar. The ci- 
gars of that world are not factory 
made. They are rolled by hand of 
an oblong leaf for the filler and a 
triangular leaf for the wrapper. 
Often they will keep their form 
for an hour or more, but Peter had 
made his cigar badly and it was 
not stable. 

Now it exploded into an un- 
manageable dissaray of leaves and 
pieces, and Peter was unable to 
cope with it. Teresa took the 
pieces and rolled and folded them 
into a green cylinder that was 
sheer art. She licked it with the 
most beautiful tongue in the 
world and gave the reconstituted 
cigar to Peter. 

Then it was luxurious to sit 
there in the green shade and 
smoke opposite the most beautiful 
woman ever. When he had fin- 
ished, Peter rose awkwardly and 
left. But he was pleased. 

He watched from a distance. 
Teresa with quick competence ate 
up all that he had left. “She was 
very hungry,” Peter said, and ad- 
mired her quickness about things. 
She rose with flowing grace, re- 
trieved the smoldering remnants 
of Peter’s cigar, and went to- 
wards the beach, trailing smoke 
from the greenleaf stogie and 
moving like a queen. 

The next day Peter again sat on 
the mat on the raked sand and ate 
the fod that the Grollian man sold 
him. Once more he felt the swish 
of the invisible net over him, and 
again Teresa sat opposite him on 
the sand. 

“A senhora tem grande beleze,” 
said Peter, which is all the words 
that a man needs to get along in 
the Galactic Brazilian language. 

“Noa em nossos dias,” said Ter- 
esa, “porem outrora.” And that is 
all that they said to each other 
that day. 

20 


But he had told her that she 
was beautiful. And she had an- 
swered: No, she was not so now, 
but in a former time she had been. 

When he had finished the meal 
and pulled the cigar from his poc- 
ket he was pleased when it ex- 
ploded into its constituent parts. 
Teresa rescued it, reassembled it, 
and licked it. Her tongue had a 
tripart curve in it, more exten- 
sible, more flexible, more beautiful 
than other tongues. Then Peter 
rose and left as he had the day 
before. And again Teresa cleaned 
up the remnants—ravenously and 
beautifully. He watched her till 
she finally went towards the beach 
haloed in blue smoke from the 
stub of the cigar. 

Peter wrote up an order that 
day. It was not a good order, not 
sufficient to pay expenses, but 
something. Groll’s Planet had ac- 
quired a glow for him, just as if 
it was a good order he had written 
up. 

On the third day, Peter again 
sat on the mat that was very like a 
sidewalk-cafe, and Teresa was 
opposite him. Peter told the Grol- 
lian man that he should also bring 
food for the woman. He brought 
it, but angrily. 

“You are the most beautiful wo- 
man I have ever seen,” said Peter, 
which is all the words that a man 
needs to get along in the English 
language. 

“T have told you that I am not 
now beautiful, but that once I 
was,” Teresa told him. “Through 
the grace of God, I may again re- 
gain my lost beauty.” 

“How is it that you know Eng- 
lish.” 

“ Twas the school-teach.”’ 

“And now?” 

“Now it goes bad for our 
world. There is no longer schools. 
I am nothing.” 

“What are you girl? Old hu- 
man? Groll’s Troll? That isn’t 
possible. What?” 

“Who can say? A book-man has 
said that the biology of our plan- 
et goes from the odd to the incred- 
ible. Was that not a nice thing to 
say about us? My father was old 
human, a traveling man, a bum.” 

And your mother?” 

“A queer fish, mama. Of this 
world, though.” 

“And you were once even more 


beautiful than you are now, Ter- 
esa? How could you have looked?” 

“How I looked then? As in Eng- 
lish—Wow !—a colloquialism.” 

“To me you are perfect.” 

“No. I am a poor wasted bird 
now. But once I was beautiful.” 

“There must be some livelihood 
for you. What did your father 
do?” 

“Outside of bum, he was fisher- 
man.” 

“Then why do you not fish.” 

“Tn my own way, I fish.” 


Peter heard again the swish of 
the invisible net, but he was very 
willing to be taken by it. After 
this, things went famously be- 
tween them. 

But two days later there came 
a shame to Peter. He and Teresa 
were sitting and eating together 
on the mat, and the Gollian man 
came out. 

“Are you near finished?” he 
asked Peter. 

“Yes, I am near finished. Why 
do you ask?” 

“Are you finished with the fork 
yet?” 

“No, not quite finished with it.” 

“I must have the fork,” the 
Grollian man said. “There is an- 
other human man here, of the 
better sort. I must have the fork 
for him to eat with.” 

“Have you but one?” 

“Am I a millionaire that I 
should have a multiplicity of forks 
in my house? He is a man with an 
important look, and I will not 
have him wait.” 

“This is humiliating,” said Peter. 

“J don’t know what that. is. 
I want my fork.” 

Peter gave the fork back to the 
Grollian man, and that man tookit 
in and set it before the human 
man of the better sort as a sign of 
the modernity of his house. 

“Were I not the meanest and 
weakest of men, he would not 
have abused me so,” Peter said. 

“Do you not feel it at all, Ter- 
esa said. ‘Somebody has to be the 
meanest and the weakest. The 
worlds are full of humiliating 
things. This brings us close to- 
gether.” 

This would have to be the final 
day for Peter Feeney on Groll’s 
Planet. He had already garnered 
all the insufficient orders possible 


for his product. He walked with 
Teresa and said the difficult 
things. 

“When you have caught. one, 
Teresa, you must do something 
with it. Even turn it loose if you 
do not mean to keep it.’ 

“Do you want I should turn you 
loose, Peter?” 

“No. I want you to go with me 
on the ship when it goes tonight.” 
“There is only one way I will 
go.” 
“T have never thought of any 
other way.” 

“You will never have cause to 
be ashamed of me, Peter. I can 
dress, where I have the means for 
it. I can play the lady, I under- 
stand how it is done. I have even 
learned to walk in shoes. Were we 
in some more lucky place, it might 
be that I would regain my beauty. 
It is the grinding hard times that 


took it from me. I could change 
your luck. I have the languages, 
and the sense of things, and I am 
much more intelligent than you 
are. With me, you could attain a 
degree of success in even your 
miserable trade. It can be a good 
life we make.” 

There is a sound when the in- 
visible net is cast over one. There 
is another sound when it is pulled 
in—the faint clicking of the floats, 
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the tugging whisper of _ the 
weights, the squeaking of the lines 
when pulled taut. Teresa was a 
fisherman’s daughter, and she 
knew how to do it. The Peter-fish 
was not a large nor a fat one, but 
she knew that he was the best she 
could take in these waters. 

They were married. They left in 
the ship for a happier place, a 
better planet in a more amenable 
location where Teresa might re- 
gain her lost beauty. 

Floating Justice was achieved. 
All inequities were compensated. 
The meanest and weakest man in 
the universe now possessed the ul- 
timate Treasure of the Universe. 

Naturally they were happy. 
And naturally their happiness en- 
dured. 

“There. wasn’t a catch to it?” 
you ask out of a crooked face. 
“There is always a catch to it. It 
always goes sour at the end.” 

No. There was not a catch to it. 
It was perfect, and forever. It is 
only in perverted fables that 

ings go wrong at the end. 

They grew in understanding of 
each other, received the glad news 
of coming progeny, waxed (by 
former standards) in wealth, and 
were no longer mean and incon- 
sequential. Only one man can be 
married to the most beautiful wo- 
man in the universe, and it passes 
all understanding that that one 
man should be Peter Feeney. 

This was perfection. 

But is it possibe for perfection 
to become too perfect? 

For this was perfection. They 
lived on a kindred but larger and 
better world, one of richer re- 
sources and even more varied bi- 
ology. They had a love so many- 
sided and deep that there is no 
accounting for it, and children so 
rare and different! 

Floating Justice had been ac- 
hieved. The least man in all the 
worlds did possess the Ultimate 
Creature. The balance was consu- 
mated. But Floating Justice had 
a grin on his face; there is some- 
thing a little fishy about anything, 
even justice, that floats. You un- 
derstand that there wasn’t really 
a catch to this, nor any deficiency. 
It was rather a richness almost 
beyond handling. It was still bet- 
ter for Peter Feeney than for any- 
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one else anywhere. That must-be 
understood. 

But, for all that, there was a 
small adjustment after the great 
compensation; a proportion must 
be re-established in all things, 
even happiness. It was the joke 
that the old Interior Ocean always 
cast up, and it must be taken in 
the salty humor that is intended. 

Children so rare and so differ- 
ent—and so many of them! No 
couple was ever so blessed as were 
Peter and Teresa with a rich va- 
riety of children. Some of them 
were playing and leaping in the 
hills and rocks behind Peter, and 
some of them were sporting in the 
Ocean before him. 

Peter whistled some of these 
sea children up now as he pon- 
dered things in the marina. Some 
of them broke water, splashed; 
and waved to him. So many of the 
kids there were, and such good 
ones! “ 

“Whistle about four of them 
to come in for dinner!” Teresa 
called, and Peter did so. It had 
been an odd business about the 
children, not unpleasant certainly, 
but not what he had expected 
either. And even yet, every possi- 
bility was still open to them. He 
would sort of knit our family to- 
gether. You think about it, Peter 
and I think about it too, and we 
see what we come up with at the 
next milting time.” 


“T’d like to have a people-kid 
sometimes,” Teresa said. “After 
all, mama had me. A people kid 
have fun playing with the fish 
kids, and they like him, too. And 
he could climb in the rocks with 
the Groll’s Trolls. 

Peter Feeney gazed out at his 
children in the pools of the sea, 
and at his other sort of children 
climbing in the rocks, and he felt 
an uneasy pride in them all. One 
comes quickly to love Fish Kids 
and Groll’s Trolls when they are 
the product of one’s own loins. 
There was ever hope, there would 
ever be hope to the last, of chil- 
dren of Peter’s own kind. But he 
loved his present progeny not the 
less for it. The four kids that he 
had whistled in came now. 

“Oh, four such pretty kids of 
ours!” Teresa said. “Fry them, 
Peter.” 

And Peter took the pretty fish 
kids that came from the water 
and began to fix them for the pan. 

This had taken the longest to 
get used to. But when you have so 
many of them — more than ten 
thousand, and more coming all the 
time — and when they are so 
good; and when, moreover, they 
are already flesh of your flesh. 

Peter Feeney fixed the fish kids 
for the pan. And out of .his full- 
ness and mingled emotions, salt 
tears rolled down his shining face 
to the salt sea. e 
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@ The mummy of Princess Amen- 
Ra first made the. headlines in 
1898 when it was offered for sale 
to a group of British archeologists 
in Luxor, Egypt, by some rather 
dubious characters who special- 
ized in robbing ancient graves. 
The latter were not aware that 
the mummified corpse was a rare 
treasure, and parted with it for a 
ridiculously low figure. 

The archeologists smuggled the 
tiny coffin into the hotel that 
night. Before morning one of 
them suffered a terrible night- 
mare which drove him out of his 
room: his companions never saw 
him again. 

The following morning while 
about to transport the coffin—now 
wrapped in a bale of cloth—to 
Cairo, a strange Egyptian fired at 
them from a narrow noisome 
alley, seriously wounding another 
member of their group. 

Enroute to England, the ship 
they were traveling on broke 
down several times. They finally 
succeeded in reaching the English 
Channel where the curse struck 
again, one of the senior mem- 


bers of the party disappearing 
over the side. 

The remainder were either affic- 
ted with a mysterious illness in 
reaching England, or suffered ill- 
fortune in some shape or another. 
In desperation they offered the 
mummy for sale. It was purchased 
by a wealthy curio collector in Lon- 
don. He had no sooner installed 
the mummy in his home than the 
place caught fire. He was later 
knocked down by a cab. 

Rather than take any more 
risks he generously made a pres- 
ent of the mummy to the British 
Museum, who were so delighted 
with their new and exciting ac- 
quisition that they had a special 
glass case built for it and dis- 
played prominently in the world- 
famous Egyptian Room. 

The men whose duty it was to 
guard the exhibits at night soon 
began to avoid the Egyptian Room 
because of the wild wailing noises 
and knocking sounds that eman- 
ated from the glass case contain- 
ing the ill-fated coffin. Some were 
injured by small exhibits which 
were thrown at their heads by an 
invisible force while other mem- 
bers of the staff fell ill, but it was 
not until several visitors swore 
they had been knocked off their 
feet by an unseen attacker that 


the authorities thought it would 
be best if the coffin was shifted 
somewhere down below out of 
sight. 

One of the porters carrying the 
casket downstairs slipped and 
broke his leg in two places. An- 
other succumbed to a fatal illness 
soon afterwards. 

The news of the curse prompted 
a leading London newspaper to 
send a member of its staff down to 
the museum to take a photograph 
of the mummified princess. He 
was more than somewhat taken 
aback on developing his shots to 
find an evil-looking face featured 
in every one of the prints. 

For some unknown reason he 
subsequently suffered fits of acute 
depression and made it known to 
his friends and colleagues that he 
no longer saw any point in living. 


“It’s just'a waste of time. . .” 
he was apt to remark. 

They tried to make him snap 
out of it, but one wet Friday night 
saw him taking his life. There was 
a note lying next to the body 
which read: “I just can’t seem to 
get that horrible face out of my 
mind... I see it\everywhere.. . 
It seems to be trying to say some- 
thing to me... 

An antique collector who did 
not believe in curses, or ‘fairy 
stories,’ as he put it, made the 
museum an offer for the mummy 
which the promptly accepted. 

He had no sooner installed the 
coffin in his antique store than the 


place caught fire. Fortunately the 
fire brigade arrived and was able 
to put out the conflagration before 
too much damage was done. 

Madame Helena Blavatsky, the 
world-renowned clairvoyant, had 
occasion to make a purchase at the 
antique establishment soon after- 
wards. She was just arrived from 
Paris, and was completely un- 
aware of the history of Princess 
Amen-Ra’s mummy or the fact 
that it was somewhere on the 
premises. 

“There is an evil presence 
here!” she suddenly informed the 
proprietor. “Great harm will be- 
fal you unless you get rid of a 
certain ancient relic!” 

“The place is filled with ancient 
relics, he said trying to make 
light of the warning. “Couldn’t 
you be more explicit?” 

“All I can tell you is that it is 
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very, very old... I have a feeling 
it is as old as the Pyramids!” 

The antique dealer refused to 
heed the warning. Some little 


while later, while rearranging 
some of his precious wares, an en- 
tire stand of valuable pottery sud- 
denly collapsed on his head, al- 
most cracking his skull. 

He finally got the message, and 
upon reading in the newspaper 
that a certain American showman 
was in town seeking novelties for 
his Circus and Exhibition he paid 
the latter a visit. 

He spun the American a story 


to the effect that he was going out 


of business and was therefore 
obliged to part with his most 
precious possession—the mummy 
of the Egyptian Princess Amen- 
Ra! 

On learning that. the mummy 
was at least 3,500 years old, the 


American immediately asked the 
dealer to name his price. 

“Send it down to Southhampton 
and see that it is placed aboard 
the Titanic, he instructed the deal- 
er, the transaction having been 
completed. 

“Yes sir, of course,’ promised 
the other, almost rubbing his 
hands together with glee. 

“Make sure it gets down there 
before April 12th, as I don’t want 
to sail without it,” the showman 
added, writing out the necessary 
check. 

The Princess was safely placed 
aboard the Titanic, much to its 
new owner’s satisfaction. 

Neither of them was fated to 
reach the States. Both the mummy 
and the showman went down with 
the: gigantic vessel when she 
struck the iceberg which was to 
make history at the time. e 
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THE MAN WHO BUILT HER... SAT EXACTLY, : a WHICHEVER 
WITH THE GENERALS AND STATES - PROFESSOR: \ GOVERNMENT SO WE 
MEN ss. FOR YEARS, : SETS UP THE | HAD TO BE 
EARTH HAS oo FIRST MILITARY } STOPPED! 
BEEN SPLIT : BASE ON THE BUT WE 
INTO TWO \N MOON CAN WON'T BE 
CAMPS! FOR \: : DICTATE ITS STOPPED! 
YEARS, WE'VE : OWN 
HAD COLD - TERMS! 
WARS THE 
ANSWER |S 
obvious /, 


GENTLEMEN ! 

THE STARFIRE WAS 
DELIBERATELY you 
DESTROYED! SUSPECT 
WE DON'T KNOW THE 

HOW... BUT WE VY EASTERN 
KNOW WHOS @ ALLIANCE, 
GENERALZ 


Wo, THERE WAS NO CHOICE! MAN POURED HIS SWEAT AND 
TOIL. ANP TREASURE INTO /T/ ANP FOR WHAT © 
| 3 IT SEEMS A PITY, DOESN'T IT, \ a 
GENERAL ¥ OUT THERE, ALL THE 
UNVERSE BECKONS! AND YET 


WE BUILD FOR WAR/ FOR 
DESTRUCTION! 


PROFESSOR ENRIGHT! 
YOU WILL BUILDA 
SECOND STARFIRE! IT-- SEEMS 
BUT THE SHIP MUST I HAVE NO 
BE COMPLETED IN CHOICE, 
RECORP TIME/ WE GENERAL / 
MUST KNOW WHAT 
DESTROYED THE 
PREVIOUS SHIP! _ 


= 


WE BUILD FOR OF COURSE! YET, SINCE WNLESS WHAT 2! THE PROFESSOR DID NOT 
PEACE, ENRIGHT! WE LANDED ON THE MOON COMPLETE HIS THOUGHT! THAT WAS A PROBLEM FOR 
THERE WILL BE 4 ? STATESMEN ANP GENERALS! 

WE'VE BEEN UNABLE TO 
De a rag LAND IN FORCE TO ; 
CAN BUILD THE BUILD! 


FIRST BASE! UNLESS ~~~ 


ey NIA 
THERE'S SOMETHING 
AHEAD! WHATEVER 
IT 1S, IT DOESN'T 


aa oy Or 
THE AMMETERS J A FORCE 

ARE GOING FIELD! OF 

CRAZY! WAITA ) COURSE! 


LATER, PROF ENRIGHT WATCHED A 
SPACE FLIGHT ON CLOSED TV. IN 
AN ATTEMPT TO SOLVE THE STRANGE 


WHAT /S 
IT2 WHATIS 
HAPPENING, 


BARRIER. oe SHOW ON OUR ENRIGHT? & MINUTE! THAT $/7HAT WAS 
i SCREEN! BUT < MUST BE IT! WHAT THE 
PROFESSOR ENRIGHT! I THINK IT MUST HAVE ENERGY! STARFIRE 
WE'RE GETTING CLOSE TO TREMENDOUS z THERE MUST X-1 STRUCK! 
SOMETHING! THE INSTRUMENTS BEA SOLID © ee 
BACK. 


ARE REACTING, ESPECIALLY THE 
AMMETERS/ 


Bias7! DESTROY! TEAR TO PIECES! PROFESSOR ENRIGHT 
NO/ THIS IS GENERAL HASTINGS! SHUDDERED!/ WOULP MEN NEVER LEARN THAT THERE WERE OTHER 
WAYS TO RESOLVE THEIR PROBLEMS 7 


YOU CARRY GUNS/ TURN THEM 

ON THAT FORCE 

FIELD... BLAST NOTHING, SIR/ IT'S NO USE! 

YOUR WAY OUR BURSTS ARE AITTING 

THROUGH / WHATEVER IT IS ALL RIGHT, 
BUT WOTHING HAPPENS! 

WE'LL HAVE TO TURN 


STARFIRE X-2/ THIS 
IS HASTINGS! WHAT'S 
AHAPPENING_OUT 


— 


OUR MOST POWERFUL IF THERE /S, WHILE, ACROSS THE WORLD, OTHER MEN EMERGED 
WEAPONS... AND NOTHING © WE'LL FIND IT, FROM THEIRS... oe ae ee ee 
HAPPENS/ THERE MUST GENERAL J Seine ef 


BE A WAY THROUGH THAT 
FORCE FIELD! YOU'VE GOT 
TO FINP A WAY, 
ENRIGHT / 


erie 


ES MS AS VARS a 


a RR vee mel 


eo 
bod 


ae, 


IF YOU DEVICE CAN DIRECT So, ONCE AGAIN, THE FORCES GLOWED! THE STARFIRE X-2 
ENOUGH NEGATIVE REACTION WAS STRIPPED DOWN ANP REFITTED WHILE EARTH'S 
AGAINST THE FIELD, THE RESULT FEDERATIONS AND ALLIANCES WATCHED... 
SHOULD BE THE NEGATION OF : : a 
AT LEAST A PORTION OF THAT 
FIELD! I SAY, YES, ENRIGHT! A| 
LET'S BUILD ITS 


eee 


WLLL 


IF WE HAVE CALCULATED 
CORRECTLY, THE BEAM OF 
NEGATRON'S WILL NEUTRALIZE 
A PORTION OF THAT FIELD! 
READY, GENTLEMEN 7 
THEN I WILL PRESS 
THE FIRING STUD,,. 


Tis TIME THERE WERE MEN IN 
HER WHO WERE NEW TO SPACE... 
AND PROFESSOR ENRIGHT SAT 

AT THE CONTROLS. 


EARTH REMAINED TWO ARMED 
CAMPS ! ONE DAY, THE STARFIRE 
X-2 WAS READY! AND THIS TIME, 
WHEN SHE RODE SPACEWARD, 
SUSPICION RODE WITH HEP... 


NOW, GENTLEMEN, 
WE SHALL SEE/ THE 
INSTRUMENTS SHOW 
THE FIELD To BE 
OIRECTLY 
AHEAD oF us! 


Bur PROFESSOR ENRIGHT 
KNEW NOTHING OF THAT/ NOT 
THEN! /T WAS SOME DAYS 
LATER THAT HE WAS 
SUMMONED BY THE 
PRESIDENT... : 


/ IT'S INCREOIBLE/ 
THEY THINK WE 

ERECTED THE 

FORCE FIELD! 


AURTLED UPWARD TOWARD LUNA! \ 
AND AGAIN, IT WAS AS IF SOME- 
THING INVISIBLE... INPAL PABLE... 
RAISED UP A GIANT PALM... 


: 

MIEN CHECKED ANOTHER ROCKET AND 
FOUND /T READY / AND SOON, ANOTHER 
TRAIL OF FIRE STREAKED INTO THE 
VOID... 


DOES THIS MEAN A EXACTLY! THE FACT IT CAN ONLY MEAN THAT 
SHIP OF THEIRS HAS BEEN VERIFIEO!S THE BARRIER ISA 
STRUCK THE FORCE /S THERE AN NATURAL i 
FIELD JUST AS EXPLANATION 7 PHENOMENON: 
OURS DID!Z THERE CAN THEN... NEITHER 
BE NO OTHER GOVERNMENT 
EXPLANATION ! WILL EVER REACH 
THE MOON! IT'S 
A STALEMATE! 


I DIDN'T SAY THAT, SIR! FOR THE MOMENT! PROFESSOR ENRIGHT FELT 
WHAT MAN CAN /MAGINE, WITH THE SUDDENLY TIRIED! IT WAS ALL SO FUTILE! BUT; FOR 
EVENTUALLY HE CAN DOs ALLIANCE ? THE MOMENT, HE COULD WORK WITH PETROV, THE 


IF WE COULD BUT POOL HMM/ BETWEEN ALLIANCE'S MOST BRILLIANT MIND/ HE COULD FORGET 
OUR RESOURCES, MR. US WE MIGHT THAT PETROV WAS AN ENEMY... 
PRESIDENT... SHARE SUCCEED! AT 
OUR KNOWLEDGE... Z LEAST IT WOULD 
PREVENT WHAT DO You PERHAPS! IN PRINCIPLE, 
WAR. THINK, AT LEAST, THE DEVICE 
PETROV 2 SHOULD SUCCEED! 


WE CARRY SEVERAL GUIDED 
MISSILES / PETROV WILL PLACE 
THESE MONKEYS IN ONE OF 
THEM ! IF THE MONKEYS 
SURVIVE PASSAGE 
THROUGH THE 
THERE SEEMS TO OPENING IN 
BE AN OPENING, THE FIELD, 
ALL RIGHT! BUT WE'VE WE WILL! 
HOW DO WE KNOW | THOUGHT 
ITS SAFE TO PASS £ OF THAT/ 

THROUGH F 


WOLENCE! POWER TO RIVAL THE 
POWER OF THE SUN! THE EMPTINESS 
OF SPACE GLOWED,., -FLUORESCED... 
AND INSIDE THE SHIF, MEN 
SHUODERED! 


FROM A TINY PORT IN THE 
STARFIRE'S SIDE, A MONKEY- 
CARRYING TORPEDO-LIKE 
MISSILE STREAKED TOWARD. 
THE GLOWING OPENING IN THE 
FORCE FIELD BARRIER... 


BUT WE DON'T 
THE MISSILE KNOW YET WHAT IS 
|S GOING HAPPENING TO THE 
THROUGH / MONKEYS! !T WOULD 
BE WELL NOT TO BE 
TOO HOPEFUL! T'LL 
GUIDE THE MISSILE 
BACK THROUGH THE 
OPENING... 


HOWEVER, ENRIGHT AND PETROV HAD PLANNED 
WELL /THE STARFIRE WAS GLIDEP THROUGH THE 
GLOWING GAP IN THE BARRIER! 


THe OTHER SHIP WAS FLAT... IISC- SHAPED... 
HUGE... INSCRUTABLE/ /7 CAME AT THEM AT 
MPOSSIBLE SPEED! AND THERE WAS THREAT 
IN EVERY LINE OF /TS FORBIDPING BODY... 


ANOTHER SHIP! OUT HERE! 
PROFESSOR! 17'S NOT 
POSSIBLE! 


SO MAN COULD REACH FOR THE STARS AFTER ALL! 
SOMEHOW, THOUGH, PROFESSOR ENRIGHT FELT NO PRIDE! 
HE LEANED BACK... RELAXED... ANP THEN, SUDDENLY, 
EVERY NERVE WITHIN HIM... EVERY SENSE OREW TAUT.. 


GENERAL / 
QUEKS 
LOOK! 


THEY'RE F/RING NOS A RACE 
AT US! THAT THAT CAN 


BUT... THEY'RE YI THINK L KNOW! | Man, LIKE A FRIGHTENED 4 
S7ILL FIRING! ] GENERAL, GIVE | KABBIT... RAN BACK THROUGH | 


WAS A NEAR BUILD A SHIP WHAT DO THE ORDER TO THE OPENING HE'D MADE IN 
MISS! BUT NEXT LIKE THAT THEY TURN BACK / THE BARRIER... 
TIME WE MAY WOULD FAIL WANT 7 THAT'S WHAT 


NOT BE SO TO DESTROYA 
LUCK Y/ TARGET ONLY 


THEY WANTS 
FOR US TO 


| Pkoressor ENRIGHT NOCDED TO THE SCREEN... THE FOOLS! THEY DID NOT UNDERSTAND! 
THEY DID NOT GRASP, EVEN WHEN ENRIGHT 

L WAS RIGHT! NOW THEY'LL TRIED TO EXPLAIN THAT MAN COULD NEVER 

PROBABLY REPAIR THE REACH FOR THE STARS... 

GAP AND F/X THE FIELD 


SO WE'LL NEVER BE 
ABLE To GET 
THROUGH 
AGAIN/ 


WHATEVER WAS IN 
THAT SHIP WON’T 
STOP US! WELL 
GET THROUGH! 


NEVER/? YOU'RE MAD, PROFESSOR! 
THE CREATURES IN THAT SHIP... 
FEAR US! THAT'S WHY THEY 
BUILT THAT BARRIER/ AND IF 
THEY FEAR US, WE CAN 

BEAT THEM! ~ 


= 
PROFESSOR ENRIGHT SHOOK HIS HEAD ., THE ANSWER WAS OBVIOUS... EVEN THE GENERAL, IN? 


( HIS ARROGANCE, FINALLY UNPERSTOOP WHEN 
ENRIGHT POINTED /T OUT TO HIM... 


No! THAT'S NOT WHY THEY CAGED US IN/P 
PUT UP THAT BARRIER ! MY WHY ? IF THERE 
GUESS IS THAT SOME . ARE OTHER 
MEMBERS OF THE HUMAN INTELLIGENT 
RACE HAVE BEEN JUDGED RACES IN THE 
AND FOUND WANTING / UNIVERSE, WHY 
THEY'VE CAGED US /N/ \. SHOULD MAN 
BE SINGLED 
OUT. TO BE... 
CAGED IN? 


WHY, GENERAL 2/ WELL, WHAT 
DO WE DO WITH DANGEROUS 
AMMALS UNTIL THEY'VE 
BEEN 7AMED 7 


WAS AN UGLY LITTLE MAN, 
UNWANTED ANDO UNLOVED, ANO 
SURROUNDED BY SCORES OF 
LOVELY BUT LIFELESS WOMEN.’ 
LITTLE WONOCER THAT IN H/o 
LONELY HEART HE BUILT A 
KINGDOM OF His OWN, WHERE 
HE WAS KING, ANO VO MAN 
COULO INTERFERE WITH THE 

R STRANGE LOVES OF EDWIN 
BROODE... ; “ 


ms 


we 


IM 


{ oun BROOGE, A 
FORTY-FIVE, (S$ INVOLVED 
IN A PECULIAR ROMANCE... 


COME NOW, LAURA! TIME 
TO PUT YOU AWAY FOR 

THE NIGHT! BUT WE HAVE 
OUR LITTLE SECRET, 
DON'T WE™ 
) HAH-HAH ? 


YOU'RE LOVELY, LAURA! NO GIRL CAN 
COMPARE WITH YOU! AND YOU'RE MINE 
FOREVER! NOBODY CAN EVER— (CHUCKLE) — 
TAKE YOU AWAY FROM ME! 


THERE'S BROODE AGAIN, \ HE's JUST A NO WOMAN WOULD MARRY HIM! AND 
TALKING TO HIS DUMMIES! } LONELY OLD THOUGH I FEEL SORRY FOR HIM,SOME- 
SOMETHING MIGHTY MAN! ANP HE | TIMES HE GIVES ME THE SHIVERS! I 
QUEER ABOUT THAT /S THE BEST OFTEN WONOER WHAT HE THINKS 
CHARACTER! WINDOW ORESSER ABOUT, AND DOES WHEN ude 
IN TOWN! HE NEEDS 
A WIFE, BUT HE's— 
sO UGLY! 


LGue nv | 
THE sTORE-Room 1g | IME TO GO 
THE ANSWER 70 THAT NOW, My $wEET! Y GOODNIGHT, ¥ GOODNIGHT, MR. BROODE! 
QUESTION... : WE HAVE A DATE. |HENRY! SEE | HOPE YOU ARENT — (HAH— 
= TONIGHT, REMEMBER! | YOU IN THE | HAH)— TAKING ANY OF 
JUST THE TWO OF MORNING: THE STORE HOME IN 
, US! THERE'LL THAT SUITCASE! 
BE CHAMPAGNE, x 
, Too! 


LAURA: ALMOST HAVE SOME MORE OF THE BUBBLY, 

READY! AND you LAURA! A GOOD VINTAGE THAT I 
LOOK RAVISHING ! WE'RE GOT ESPECIALLY FOR YOU! HAH— 

GOING TO HAVE A GRAND/ NOW WOLILDN'T THE GIRLS AT THE 
\TIME TONIGHT, JUST, STORE BE JEALOUS IF THEY KNEW! 
Po THE TWO OF us! ; 


TIME FOR WORK NOW, LAURA! 
BUT THERE WILL BE OTHER 

EVENINGS! MANY, MANY OF THEM: 
BUT YOU MUST— (CHUCKLE) — 
NEVER TELL ANYONE! 


| Zino NEXT MORNING..«- 


/ GOOD MORNING, ) * 
MR. BROODE ! 
SLEEP WELL? 


C25) 


‘Leree 
A WEARY \f MIDNIGHT, LAURA! I MUST 
BE GOING NOW! I'LL SEE 
YOU IN THE MORNING, 
DARLING! 


AFRAID YOU'LL 
HAVE TO WORK 


GROUP DISPLAY FINISHED 
BY MORNING! 


SURE, MR. THOMAS! 
I DON'T MIND 
WORKING LATE! 


'LL EXPLAIN EVERY- 
¥ THING, EDWIN! YOU 


DON'T GO, 


[dur AS 


! STAY I 
BROOLE pene 2 1 _Al y- You! BUT MUSTN'T BE AFRAID 
/S ABOUT | YOU CAN'T: I OF ME! I'M YOUR 
70 LEAVE... LAURA! : 


NY 


UT BEFORE LAURA CAN 
EXPLAIN ANYTHING .. .} 


AHHHMA — HELP.’ VY THOSE SCREAMS! 


YOU'RE KILLING TERRIBLE! WHAT'S 
\ ME! LEEZELE— /\ HAPPENING? 


ae 


pes 

ees py . Mae S Z 
Lou BROODE, HIS BRAIN SWIRLING, ¥ QUIET, 
1S A FRIGHTENEO WITNESS...» Eowin! 


Fa 


WE CAN COME ALIVE ONE NIGHT A 
ee THERE IS YEAR, EOWIN! FROM MIDNIGHT 
STOP THEM! THIS Y NOTHING WE CAN DO NOW!) UNTIL DAWN! IN THAT LITTLE TIME 


IS TERRIBLE! ANYWAY HE DESERVED IT! \ WE HAVE TO LIVE A WHOLE YEAR! 
THEY'VE y. HE USED TO SMASH US sc 


KILLED WHEN NOBODY 
HIM! WAS AROUND! 


YOU THOUGHT IT WAS ONLY A GAME, 
EDWIN? BUT I KNEW ALL THE TIME, WARM RED DARKNESS CLOSE IN.’ 


LIPS, EQWIN BSROOQCE FEELS THE 


THOUGH I COULDN'T SPEAK! I LOVE HIS BRAIN EXPLODES AND DOWN } 
you, Too, Epwin! AND DOWN HE GOES.-. pratt 
i YES DEAR... 
G COME WITH 
L—FAINTING! |f ai ME... WE ARE 
NO— CAN'T— Fi di | WAITING. 
MUST — (Hidaitay 


[" ef (| 


W—WHAT 1S HAPPENING... \| 
WHERE ARE WE? THIF 
ISNT THE STORE / 


THIS I WOULD 


\ ; r | T THT) 
i[ YES, CEAR EDWIN, YEAR! | I 
IT I$... BUT FOR 

THIS NIGHT IT 15 

OUR PALACE. 


YOU HAVE BEEN PATIENT... LET US TOAST THE NIGHT... THIS 
AND GOOD TO ME, AND ALL NIGHT THAT IS LIFE TO ALL OF US... }. 
OF US, THAT IS WHY ___ AND ALSO, DEAR FRIENDG...TO 
YOU ARE HERE! EDWIN, WHOSE LOVE AND CARE 

HAS KEPT US ALL $0 WELL! 


= 


ETE é 
ms TYE REVELRY CONTINUED... THE MUSIC 
B-BUT I HAVE \ | \\) AND THE LAUGHTER, UNTIL... ye) 
NOTHING TO SAY! / |||, |) i . 
| JUST THAT IT AM Ni) OH! TO YOUR \il/socesve, EDWIN 
i\ $0 GLAD FOR ALL]. |) PLACES... THE DEAR... TILL 
OF YOU. AND | DAWN IS COMING... \ NEXT YEAR! 
: IT WILL BE LIGHT | 7HLL NEXT < 
IN MOMENTS... YEARS TILL 
1 Milly, NEXT YEAR... | 


SPEECH! 
OH, DO SAY 
SOMETHING 


Ey THE FIRST o/ HUH! WHERE AM...OH, L Zine /S THIS PART OF THE 
RAYS OF EG SUN... ya eter BUT IT COULDN'T |) W/IGH7TMARE, EQW/V BROOLE? 
WRN, REALLY HAVE HAPPENED! I 3 : 
=, MUST HAVE FALLEN, HIT MY 
HEAD, AND HAD A ; 
NIGHTMARE! 


D-DEAD! THEN IT 
“] R-REALLY HAPPENED! 

THOSE DUMMIES, LAURA, 
WERE ALIVE! I DIDN' 2 
DREAM IT! 


GOT TO GET OUT OF HERE! THEY'LL 
THINK I DID IT! THEY'LL NEVER 

BELIEVE THE STORY ABOUT THE DUMMIES! 
THEY'LL SAY I'M A MUROERER!/ 


W—WHAT AM 
ZL GOING 70 DOF L 

CANT GIVE MYSELF 
UP! THEY'LL 

Be HANG ME FOR 


M% Wg 


LAURA! ZAN yOu 
HEAR MEZ you 


MUST — YOU MUST La 


WHAT HE ML/ST D0! THERE 1S Pe N 
ONE OF soe WHO CAN HELP Him— | ENTRANCE 
A oie BE we] THROUGH 


THINK I 
MURDERED 


SHE WILL — WILL ONLY COME 
TO LIFE AGAIN! THERE'S 
NO OME ELSE/ : 


PLEASE, LAURA, spear Ey 
TO ME! LAURA... 
¥ 


ea fick 


COME, EDWIN! LT HEAR SOME OF THE 
OTHERS AWAKENING; TOO! AND I 
HAVE AN IDEA— WE CAN SOLVE 
YOUR PROBLEM IF YOU'RE BRAVE 
ENOUGH! 


Y EDWIN! I'M BACK! 
SOMEHOW I'VE COME 
BACK TO LIFE | 
BEFORE TIME! 
MAYEE IT'S 
BECAUSE YOU 
k NEED ME so! 


- |'LL DO ANYTHING, 
LAURA! ANYTHING! I DON'T 
MA WANT TO 


SEE! THEY'RE 
WAITING FOR US! 
_THERE BY THE 

BIG WINDOW! ,~% 


Wy. Ty 
Ml I CAN SAVE YOU, EDWIN, jill 
IF WE'RE MARRIED ! di 
YOU'LL HAVE TO BECOME 
A DUMMY, TOO! j 


THE WEDDING 
| DISPLAY! B- BUT 

I DON'T UNDER- 
\ HOW CAN THEY | 
HELP US? 7 


tr WOUWLO BE HAPPIER! WHAT 
HAVE L HAD OF LIFE EXCEPT 
WORK, WORK AND THE SNEERS 
OF PEOPLE WHO THINK I AM 
TOO UGLY To Love! AND NOW 
THEY'RE AFTER ME FOR 

MURDER! I'LL DO IT, Aura! )) 


yy WOULD THAT BE SO BAD, EDWIN? YOU 
LOVED ME, YoU KNOW! AND I LOVE YOU 
ONCE A YEAR WE CAN COME ALIVE 
AGAIN! WON'T YOU 
BE HAPPIER THAT 
WAY? 55 a" 


CONTINUED ON THE BACK COVER 


ae — 
...with this haunted house sound effects record. 
ine how. glass breaking, hideous laughter, terrible 

‘Scarethyou ends — shrieks ancscreams, eerie moaning and 

will be when you flip out~—trrén more footsteps, more screams.... 

the light and they start Each person in the room will think that 

hearing creepy sounds he is going to be the next victim. 

like the howl of a wolf, a This 7 inch long playing 33/3 RPM spe- 

. creaking door, chains rattling, | cial haunted house sound effects record 

and then a man’s voice telling them can be yours for: 

that the house is haunted and they are 

to die—one by one. They'll be scared stiff (2) 

when they hear footsteps coming across only ©) +25¢ for postage 


the floor, the sound of people fighting, and handling 


Be the first in your Satisfaction Guaranteed or Money Back. 


neighborhood to get this 


! Send just $1 + 25¢ for postage and handling to: 


record and invite your _ | THE GAYLE HOUSE—Dept. Dc 2 
friends over for a Haunting! | P.0. Box 512, Flushing, New York 11352 
ae | (Please Print) 


DON'T DELAY 
USE THIS RUSH COUPON 


| Name 


Side 1: The Haunting. 


Side 2: Assorted creepy TO ORDER TODAY! 


sounds to be played City. 
when the lights are out! | state Zi 
This record creates a real atmosphere of terror with bow e 


i 
| 
| 
| 
| 

' street — 
| 
| 
| 
1 


sounds that can almost be seen! N.Y, State residents please include 6¢ in addition to the $1.25 


DISCOVER THE HIDDEN SECRETS OF NATURE’S 
MOST EXOTIC AND MYSTERIOUS HOUSE PLANT! 


ae VENUS FLY TRAP 


@ See how it lures, traps, eats and digests insects 


up to 20 times it’s size. 


@Learn how you can actually train it with a 


pencil to perform only for you. 


@ Feed it raw hamburger from your hand. 


@ Experiment with it at home or school. 


The Venus Fly Trap will grow easily in your home. 


It blooms into a bright green leafed plant with pink 


and white flowers, in oniy 3-4 weeks 


and produces 6-12 traps per 


plant. Each pack comes 


with soil, bulbs and a com- Dept. CH-11 


plete instruction booklet, @ 12° East séth Street 


New York, N.Y. 10022 ! 
filled with fascinating facts Smee 


and hints. Mail in. this Please send my Venus Fly Trap including soll, 


bulbs and Instruction booklet at a 
coupon today and start a ulbs and instruction jet at once. 


2-bulb k — $1.00 35¢ postage and handling 
Venus Fly Trap garden of aib pact i astanacareitia 


4-bulb pack — $2.00 + 25¢ postage and handling 
your own. “You'll be De- 


Name 


lighted! 


2-Plant Pack—$1.35 Address, 


4-Plant Pack—$2.25 


Mirobar Sales Corp. Dept. CH-1) 


120 East 56th Street 
New York, N.Y. 10022 


4 se / 
/ f 
} f 


IN THE FIRST LigHT OF THE FALSE } “A INO 4 DUMMY MINISTER PERFORMS A Vi 
DUMMY CEREMONY FOR A oummny Ano Vi 


DAWN, A WEIRO AND. MYSTER/OUS apm 
CEREMONY TAKES PLACE... Hi eQwm BROOCE. - 

a Sr Sia e ee m7 J ey THE 
COME, MY CHILDREN! DAWN WILL i} | AUTHORITY 

Wry Hil.) VESTED IN |) 

YES, HURRY. ! | \ WY, ME, AF | 
HH i MINN ¥ MINISTER 

* OF DUMMIES, 


§ BEFORE WE 


ie 


L MAKE YOU } 
MAN ANP 4 (own! 
WIFE! "RE 


'M N-NOT 
AFRAID! I 
WANT TO BE 
WITH YOU, 
N LAURA! 
blll kT 
Wy GUTS LOOK THERE, HENRY: WHAT ARE 
N SS THOSE TWO DUMMIES DOING OUT 
veRY- N NEXT pe IN THE AISLEZ 
\O a Qag S Ps 
\\ AS WN ae Z BY GOLLY, FOR 
Yeh SAN WY YY mM _J A MINUTE £ 
SY 


\N ‘ 
THOUGHT HE 


WAS EDWIN 


ba YOU'RE RiGdT!. HE LOOKS. AMAZINGLY. 
LIKE THAT MURDERER 


T OnLy A COINCIDENCE, SiR! 
EDWIN BROODE IS NO DUMMY! 
HAH-HAH— HE'S ELUDED 
EVERY COP IN TOWN $O FAR! 

I BET WE NEVER SEE HIM o~ 


IND NO ONE EVER O10 SEE ECWIN 
BROODE AGAIN! BUT 1- YOU GO TOA 
CERTAIN DEPARTMENT STORE, ONCE A YEAR, 


q YOU MAY FIN? HIM DANCING HAPPILY WITH 
: HIS WIFE, THE LOVELY LAURA... 


Mi 


